Epiphany by wolfish_willow 


Category: Stranger Things (TV 2016) 

Genre: Bear hug, First Kiss, Fluff, Friendship Bracelets, Green-Eyed 
Epiphany, HAPPY DANCE, Jealousy, Multi, POV Nancy Wheeler, 
Post-Season/Series 03, Robin Buckley & Steve Harrington Friendship, 
Vitriolic Best Buds, because i can't write people being genuine jerks 
to their friends, but like my version where it's less mean, trope bingo, 
yes i'm just listing all the trope squares i fit into this thing 

Language: English 

Characters: Jonathan Byers, Nancy Wheeler, Robin Buckley, Steve 
Harrington 

Relationships: Jonathan Byers/Steve Harrington/Nancy Wheeler, 
Robin Buckley & Steve Harrington 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-04-25 

Updated: 2021-04-25 

Packaged: 2022-04-01 01:33:33 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 1 

Words: 4,131 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


Seeing Robin and Steve so close after the Fourth, Nancy realizes she 
still has feelings for Steve. 


Epiphany 
Author's Note: 


The title is there because that's what I used for my 
doc and couldn't think of something better. I'm sorry. 
XD 


Second fill for r/Fanfiction's Trope Bingo! 


For the prompts: Bear Hug, First Kiss, Friendship 
Trinket, Green-Eyed Epiphany, Happy Dance, and 
Vitriolic Best Buds. 


HUGE thank you to Ptera for coming up with the 
idea! I was completely floundering on my own. Had 
no idea how to write even one of these, let alone so 
many of them together. 


Unbeta'd. Please feel free to let me know if I missed a 


typo! 


Nancy always knew Steve would move on eventually. She wants to 
say that she's surprised it took so long, but. When he falls, he falls 
hard and fast and real in a way that she can't quite wrap her mind 
around. With her feelings for Jonathan, it was different. It crept up 
on her in a way she hadn't expected until one day she looked at him 
and realized she loved him. The only part of it she regrets is staying 
with Steve for so long after; long enough that he'd started planning 
their future together when she couldn't even think past getting justice 
for Barb yet. Thankfully, after El closed the Gate, they got the chance 
to actually talk everything out. He took it well—better than she 
would have, she thinks, if it had been the other way around. And 
they're good now. 


She squeezes Jonathan's hand and she still gets butterflies when he 
smiles at her. 


It's been more than a year since then. The town isn't quite the same 
as it was before this summer. Businesses seem to be doing better 


without the mall and its stores taking most of the business away. 
Downtown Hawkins is still emptier than it was, though. It's hard to 
tell whether it's from the shops that couldn't stay or reopen, or from 
all the people that didn't survive the Fourth. Maybe, it's the fact that 
the air has grown distinctly chillier in the last week. But somehow, 
life goes on and people still need things. Including movie rentals, 
apparently. 


The bell above the door rings in their entrance and Nancy straightens 
her shoulders. Jonathan tilts his head like he's trying to figure her out 
and she forces herself to relax again. This is fine. She's fine. 


She sees Robin leaning against the counter, rolling her eyes but 
there's a smile teasing at the corner of her lips that's clear even from 
the doorway. 


Why did they agree to pick up a movie for their brothers, again? 


"Come on," Steve says, continuing whatever conversation they must 
have been having before Nancy and Jonathan walked in. Resting his 
hands on the counter on either side of her, Steve cages Robin in. He 
hooks his chin over her shoulder, rubbing their cheeks together. 
Nancy's gut absolutely doesn't tighten at the sight of them together. 
"You know you want to." 


Her hand might tighten around Jonathan's, though. 


"A road trip with you and mini-you? I'll pass, dingus," she deadpans, 
but she bumps her cheek into Steve's like a cat. His grin is infectious 
—Nancy's stomach is in knots and she still feels her lips beginning to 
lift. 


"You'll say yes eventually," he says with a tug to one of her bracelets. 
His hand curls around her wrist, thumb rubbing over the jewelry that 
matches the one he's wearing. Nancy's own wrist tingles with a 
phantom touch, a memory of how his hands felt on her and her 
cheeks go hot. 


"In your dreams." 


They seem to realize they have customers at the same time, both 


straightening up. Steve doesn't move his arms from around Robin. 


"Hey guys," he says, easy. He sounds happy—excited, even—to see 
them. Nancy should be happy, too. It's good that he doesn't... Before 
Robin, he always looked sad when he saw the two of them together. 
He deserves better than that. 


So then why does she miss it? 


What's wrong with her? God, it's like Junior year all over again. 
Wanting what she doesn't have. She loves Jonathan. More than she 
knew she was capable of. But seeing Steve and Robin together, with 
their matching bracelets, smiling and talking about road trips—Nancy 
realizes she's done it again. The feeling crept up on her so slowly she 
hadn't noticed, but now that she knows, she can't push it back down. 


She misses Steve. Not just as her friend, though she'd been sad to lose 
that, too, when they broke up. But. She misses him; his hands on her, 
the way he smiles into his kisses, the way it could be so easy to talk 
to him. 


"Hey," Jonathan says and Nancy shakes herself out of her thoughts 
enough to force her feet to follow when he walks up to the counter. 
She reaches over to grasp Jonathan's arm with her free hand, settling 
herself more into his side. If she watches Steve a little too closely as 
she does it, no one seems to notice. "Did I hear something about a 
road trip?" 


Robin drops her chin to her chest. "God, please don't get him st—" 


"You did!" Steve says, finally taking his hands off the counter. He 
wraps them around Robin's arms instead. Her head bobs back and 
forth as he gives her a gentle shake. "The kids' winter break is coming 
up soon." 


"Not that soon." Robin lifts her head back up and jabs her elbow back. 
Steve dodges, seeming to have expected the move. 


"Soon enough to start planning," he singsongs, rubbing his hands up 
and down her arms. It's hard for Nancy to tear her eyes away. 
"Buckley thinks she's getting out of it." 


"I'm not getting into it in the first place, Harrington," she says firmly, 
but there's that smile teasing to come out again. 


"You keep telling yourself that." Steve squeezes her arms and lets her 
go. "So, looking for a movie?" 


Nancy nods. She rolls her eyes as she says, "Mike didn't want to bike 
in the cold. Like he doesn't do it all the time." 


Steve's scoff is suspiciously fond. His smile is, too. 


"What a jerk," he says, but it comes out soft and wow. Somehow it 
hadn't hit Nancy until this moment that Steve really knows—and likes 
—her brother. She's seen Steve in their basement a handful of times 
over the last year, but she'd always figured. Well, it's mean, but she 
thought maybe he just needed someone and after what happened the 
night El closed the Gate, the kids were just. There. 


Maybe it started out like that—though, she's beginning to doubt it— 
but it doesn't seem to be the case anymore, if so. 


"Let me guess," he says. He points his finger at them. "Revenge of the 
Nerds." 


Nancy snorts and her cheeks go hot again even as she lets go of 
Jonathan's arm to cover her mouth and nose. Steve looks delighted at 
her reaction. The happy grin splitting his face does nothing to help 
her own face cool back down. 


Chuckling, Jonathan shakes his head. "Not today." 
Steve snaps his fingers. "Dang, the title alone, you know?" 


"It's rated R," Robin says, nudging Steve's side with her elbow. He 
shrugs. 


"Eh, there are worse things they could do." Steve tilts his head. 
"Actually there are worse things they've done." 


"You're not wrong," Nancy says after uncovering her mouth. She takes 
Jonathan's arm again, needing to occupy them with something. "Even 
without all the"—she wiggles her fingers and lowers her voice 


—"Upside Down stuff." 


Steve laughs. "Don't I know it? It's a good thing they only messed 
with the stuff at my house before I was cut off." 


Robin leans into Steve's side and toys with the bracelet that matches 
hers—they've got them on opposite wrists, like they know they're 
going to mess with each other's if they're standing next to one 
another. Even though he doesn't sound upset about it, Nancy thinks 
it's a comfort thing. 


"What are those?" she asks, nodding her head at their wrists. Her 
voice comes out light and curious and her throat aches a little with 
the effort. 


They both look down like they're surprised to find matching bracelets 
there. She hasn't seen a smile like that from Steve in a long time. He 
holds up his wrist carefully enough that Robin's hand isn't dropped 
back to the counter. "Aren't they great? We saved up together to get 
them. I've never had a friendship bracelet before." 


"That's cool," Jonathan says. Nancy looks at him from the corner of 
her eye at the hint of relief in his voice. It mirrors the relief she feels. 
She'd thought—Steve wouldn't call them friendship bracelets if they 
were something more, would he? No, there are things he doesn't say 
but with his relationships, he's always come across as more 
straightforward. 


That doesn't mean there aren't feelings there—it's hard to deny, with 
the way they are constantly in each other's space. And all the 
touching and planning a road trip. Maybe to get the chance to turn it 
into something more? But for now, for one moment Nancy lets herself 
be relieved that Steve and Robin aren't actually dating. It might be an 
ugly emotion, but at least it doesn't seem like she's the only one 
feeling it. 


Looks like there's a conversation she and Jonathan need to have. 
Soon. 


"I like them," Steve says with a shrug, like it's nothing. It's easy to see 
just how proud he is, though. Robin, for all that she seems to be too 


cool for most things, is also standing a bit straighter with a smile. 
Steve isn't alone in his happiness over them, then. "So, movie?" 


Nancy laughs, some tension that had built up draining away as she 
nods. "Yes. Or they'll start to wonder if we got—' 


"Please," Jonathan says, tone light but with a thread of seriousness 
beneath, "don't finish that sentence." 


"Right. Sorry." Squeezing his arm, she leans up to kiss his cheek. 
Looking back over the counter, she gestures to the rest of the store. 
She softens her voice. "We'll be right back." 


Robin nods. Steve takes a second longer to react, eyes caught on 
something and Nancy wonders for a second what could possibly be 
on Jonathan's face. When she looks, there's a shiny smudge of gloss 
left behind from her kiss. She lets go of Jonathan to wipe it away, 
feeling his smile under her fingers. Steve isn't looking at either of 
them anymore when she checks, but did he— 


No, she's seeing what she wants to see. 


"Let us know if you need any help," Steve says, pushing off of the 
counter. 


They nod and head further into the store. Steve asks Robin about the 
trip again and Nancy hears her say, "God knows how many hours 
cooped up with you and the little terror? The stench of your 
hairspray alone—" 


When she looks, though, Steve has his arms crossed and is watching 
Robin with a smile, like he knows he's going to convince her 
eventually. She looks away from them and back to the shelves. The 
sooner she finds the movie, the sooner she and Jonathan can get out 
of here and have that talk. 


In the weeks leading up to winter break, Nancy and Jonathan become 
frequent customers of Family Video. Robin isn't always there, since 
she's still in school, too. But every Friday afternoon, Steve is there. 
He always has a smile for them—the real kind, not the customer 


service smile she's seen him don if someone else is shopping—when 
they come in. 


It grows even wider when Nancy finally works up the nerve to ask 
him about hanging out when he's not working. More often than not, 
Robin tags along. It's hard to mind since they've started spending 
more time with her, both at school and at the store. 


But the days that it's just the three of them give her hope that maybe 
the discussion between her and Jonathan that day could lead to 
something. Steve isn't sad when he looks at them anymore; he's 
hardly awkward, even when they hold hands or she forgets herself 
and kisses Jonathan in front of him. But there's still something there. 
Something familiar; something she doesn't see in his eyes when he's 
looking at Robin. 


The last weekend before winter break finds the three of them at 
Steve's house. He's managed to get a Saturday off—Robin wasn't quite 
so lucky. Nancy wants to be as relaxed as Steve looks, sprawled out 
across his side of the couch. It's taking everything in her not to 
bounce her leg up and down. Jonathan's hand on her thigh is 
probably the only thing keeping it still. 


She doesn't know how he's so calm; this has to be even harder for 
him. They don't know for sure how Steve will react, after all. But she 
can't believe that he'll be angry. He's not the same person he was 
years ago. And even back then, he'd felt bad enough to show up at 
Jonathan's house just to apologize in person. If they're wrong and he 
doesn't feel the way she hopes he does about them, he isn't going to 
be cruel. 


"You okay?" Steve asks, breaking the semi-comfortable silence. He 
rolls his head in their direction, cheek squished against the back of 
the couch. It's enough to unknot the tension in Nancy's gut. When 
Steve tries to smile, Jonathan laughs. 


"You look ridiculous," he says. 


Steve shrugs and pushes himself up. There's a faint crease left on his 
cheek that's already beginning to fade. "But it got you to smile." 


"Seriously, though," he continues, stretching his arm across the top of 
the couch. He pokes her shoulder. "What's up?" 


Nancy meets Jonathan's eyes. He takes a quick, sharp breath in 
through his nose and nods. Covering the hand that's still resting on 
her thigh, Nancy angles herself toward Steve. He doesn't look worried 
—there's still a smile playing at the corner of his lips—but something 
in the way he straightens up suggests he knows this is going to be 
important. 


"We have something we wanted to ask you," Nancy says slowly, 
leaning into Steve's space a little more. Still not quite close enough to 
touch—she doesn't want to move that far away from Jonathan. 
Having him lined up against her is the only thing keeping her 
grounded. 


"Sure," Steve says easily, tapping his fingers against the top of the 
couch. He lifts up one leg to curl under him, angling his body 
towards them, too. 


Nancy exchanges another look with Jonathan, double checking. 
They'd discussed that she should be the one to bring it up. She still 
wants to make sure he hasn't changed his mind. He flips his hand 
over and tangles their fingers together. 


"It's fine if you don't want to," she starts, turning back to Steve. "We 
understand if it seems...out of nowhere. And weird. But—" 


"But this whole town is weird, so what's one more thing?" Steve asks 
with a crooked smile. Air whooshes out of Nancy and she nods, 
relieved that he gets it. That much, at least. 


"Yeah. But," she looks at Jonathan one last time for courage and then 
meets Steve's eyes. "We like you. Not just as a friend—I mean, yes as 
a friend, too. But I, we, like you a lot. And hoped. Well, hoped you 
might be okay with that?" 


Steve's eyebrows climb further up his head the longer she talks. His 
eyes dart around, like he's waiting for someone to pop out or 
something, like he's uncomfortable, and her stomach drops. That was 
the last thing she wanted to do, though she'd known it would be a 


possibility. 


He clears his throat, meeting her eyes again. "And is there a reason," 
he asks slowly, quietly, "why you hope I might be okay with it?" 


Nancy nods. She watches the movement of Steve's throat when he 
swallows. Jonathan's grip on her hand gets tighter when Steve moves, 
uncurling his leg and leaning in. Nancy lets herself do the same, 
cheeks feeling warm again as he gets closer. 


"Both of you?" he asks, voice almost a whisper. His gaze is focused 
over her shoulder, where Jonathan is. 


"Yes," Jonathan says and it comes out firm, urgent. Like he needs 
Steve to believe him. Is it silly to feel so proud of him for that? She'd 
worried his nerves might get to him, make it hard to be firm about 
how he feels. But, here he is, pressing further into her other side to 
get closer to Steve and show him that they're serious. He's serious. 


"We understand," Nancy forces herself to say, even though the 
possibility is becoming less and less likely the closer Steve gets, "if 
you don't feel the same way. You've got Robin and—" 


Steve shakes his head. He takes her other hand in his and squeezes. 
"Robin's my best friend," he says, shaking his wrist so that his 
friendship bracelet jingles. "Maybe the best friend I've ever had"— 
there's a sheepish look on his face, but Nancy isn't offended. Neither 
of them had been the best friend to each other that year—"but that's 
all we are. Friends." 


She had hoped that was the case, but hearing it confirmed is such a 
relief that most of her nerves vanish. Steve rubs his thumb across the 
back of her hand, not taking his eyes off of hers. "You're serious?" 


Jonathan says, "Very serious," before Nancy gets the chance to open 
her mouth. Steve looks back and forth between them, smiling 
growing. 


"I like the both of you a lot, too," he says like it's easy, and she's glad 
that it is. She's been nervous about this all week, but now it feels silly 
to have gotten so worked up over it. That look in his eyes, that 


softness and something deeper that isn't there when he looks at 
Robin, is back in full force as he takes them in. 


"I'm going to kiss you now, if that's okay," he says, sliding closer and 
leaning in but stopping before he reaches her lips. Nancy breathes 
out a, "Yes," that's cut off when he closes the last bit of distance and 
kisses her. 


It's been a long time since the last time they did this and somehow, it 
still feels familiar. Easy to fall back into it. She doesn't want to stop, 
but he begins to pull away, peppering her with softer and softer 
kisses until he's done. It takes effort not to follow. She manages, 
though, and even presses herself back into the couch some more to 
get out of their way as much as she can—without having to let go of 
either of them. 


Steve squeezes her hand and she takes it as a thank you. He starts to 
say something, but Jonathan doesn't wait. He leans over the space 
Nancy created for them and kisses Steve like he might lose his chance 
if he doesn't. His grip on her gets tighter even as his other hand 
reaches up to cradle the back of Steve's head and hold him in place. 
Steve doesn't seem particularly eager to get away. The noise he 
makes is a happy one to match the smile she can see already starting 
to get in the way of their kiss. 


"Guess I don't have to ask you if it's okay," Steve says when they part. 
Jonathan laughs and shakes his head. 


What she can see of Jonathan's face is fond and a little awed, like he 
can't believe this is happening. She doesn't blame him; she watched 
them and it feels like she must be dreaming. 


This isn't a dream though. 


"Never." He sounds out of breath despite their kiss not lasting very 
long at all. His lips stretch in a smile to mirror Steve's. Nancy's cheeks 
hurt from the force of her own, but she has no desire to try and tamp 
it down. 


"Good to know," Steve says, tugging Jonathan close by the front of his 
shirt and kissing him again. Nancy squeezes each of their hands. They 


squeeze back at nearly the same time, parting only a moment after. 
Steve's fingers slip from her own, but he makes up for the loss by 
cupping her face in his hands and pressing his lips against hers. 


She doesn't know how long they sit like that, trading happy, 
breathless kisses, but her lips are bruised by the time her stomach 
growls and reminds her they haven't eaten for hours. 


"Sorry," she says, but neither of them seem to mind. 


Steve takes her hand and kisses the backs of her knuckles. His lips are 
darker than usual. 


"We can continue this," he sweeps his thumb over her skin and it's 
almost enough to make her forget her hunger altogether, "after we 
get something to eat." 


He stands first, drawing her up with him. His free hand finds its way 
into Jonathan's hair. Jonathan tips his head back with a smile that 
Steve returns easily before offering to help him up next. "Whatever 
you want," Steve says as he pulls them in the direction of the kitchen, 
"Just tell me and I'll make it happen." 


It's a good thing they're still holding onto Steve when Jonathan 
replies with, "I think you already did." They help keep him upright 
when he stumbles—tripping over his own two feet or thin air, Nancy 
isn't quite sure. She grins at the awestruck look on his face. This is so 
much better than she imagined when she let herself think about it 
this last week. 


It's real. 


Nancy kisses Steve on the cheek and makes herself at home on one of 
the seats by the counter. Her seat. It's nice to be back. Especially with 
Jonathan taking the empty seat beside her, close enough that his arm 
presses up against hers while they watch Steve move with ease 
through making them something to eat. Together. 


"Okay, fine. Are you happy now? I'll go on your stupid road trip with 
you." 


Steve stops and stares, corners of his mouth slowly inching up. Robin 
probably can't see it given the way her head is tipped back toward 
the ceiling. 


"Really?" 


Nancy watches the scene unfold, already knowing what's going to 
happen next. She wonders if Robin has any idea. Is it terrible of her 
that she kind of hopes not? She likes Robin; would eventually have 
liked her even if Steve did have feelings for her—and isn't that 
strange to think? There's just something satisfying about being on the 
outside looking in for this one. 


"Yes, really—woah, what—are—you—doing?" 


Her words bounce along with the rest of her when Steve wraps Robin 
up in a bear hug and lifts her into the air. Nancy presses her lips 
together hard to stifle her laughter. Jonathan doesn't even try; she 
hears him chuckling under the sound of Robin yelling to be let down. 
It's just like the other time she's watched Robin and Steve together, 
though. Robin's smiling when Steve sets her feet back on the floor. 


"You won't regret it!" Steve says, dancing around the store. He has to 
push his hair out of his eyes more than once, but that doesn't deter 
him. 


Robin shakes her head. "I already regret it." 


He tries to drag Robin into dancing with him. She holds up her hands 
and backs away. Steve turns to Nancy next and she rolls her eyes, but 
takes his offered hand and lets him twirl her around. There aren't any 
customers around to be embarrassed by. As she spins, she sees 
Jonathan back out of reach. He stops at Robin's side and watches 
them with a matching smile on his face. 


Nancy lets Steve bounce around with her until a real customer comes 
in and freezes in the doorway. Breathless, Nancy stifles an 
embarrassed laugh with her hands. The embarrassment fades fast, 
even when the woman gives her a side eye when she cautiously 
makes her way to the shelves. 


"We'll let you get back to work," Nancy says quietly, looping her arm 
with Jonathan's. 


Steve hops over the counter—a move that has Robin rolling her eyes. 
He leans forward and if there wasn't a customer mere feet away, she 
would be kissing the charming smile off his face. 


"If you must," Steve says with a gusty sigh, but his smile doesn't 
falter. "See you later?" 


Jonathan nods. He glances at the woman browsing the shelves; she 
seems to be doing her best to ignore all of them as much as possible. 
It shouldn't be as funny as it is, but Nancy has to press her lips 
together to keep from laughing again. When the woman continues to 
stare at the case in her hands, Jonathan reaches out and nudges 
Steve's hand with his. "Wouldn't miss it." 


Somehow Steve's face lights up even more. It's all Nancy can do to 
remember to wave goodbye to Robin as they leave. Hopefully the 
hours don't drag too much; she can't wait to start the first day of 
winter break on a date with her boys. 


Author's Note: 


Hope you enjoyed this silly little fic! Kudos and 
comments are appreciated <3 


